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GROUP I 


O Heiland, reiss die Himmel auf 1623 


O Lord, rend the Heavens asunder, fling wide the 
gates, tear off all locks and bolts; come down from 
Heaven. ; 

O Earth, you shall blossom, all mountains and 
fields shall grow green. O Earth, bring forth new 
buds. O Lord, rise from the Earth. 

Then shall we be thankful, O Lord. We shall 
glorify you and bless you ever and ever again. 

Amen. 


Sei nur still 1640 


Be still my soul and wait on God. 
He knows all your cares and burdens. 
He can banish scourge and rod, 
Bring you joy and honour’s guerdon. 
All must follow on His will. 

Soul, be still. 


Be still, my soul, the sun may rise 
Ere you know it, on your morrow 
Onward bravely to the skies; 
Cast away complaint and sorrow. 
Think all follows on His will, 
Soul, be still. 


Der Jager geistlich 1589 


A huntsman wished to hunt near Heaven’s throne. 
Whom did he meet there? Mary, the pure sweet 
Virgin. 

The huntsman blows a note on his little horn. 
How lovely it sounds! 

“Mary, O gentle Virgin, you are blessed by the 
Lord. Greetings to you, Mary! O Thou blessed 
Virgin, Thou shalt bear a little Child.” 

Mary, the pure and lowly, kneeling she prayed 
to God: “Thy will be done.” 


Ein altes Lobgesang von Christi Himmelfahrt 


Christ, the King of Honour is risen, 
Allelujah. 

Let us sing to praise Him, 

Let us sing to glorify Him, 
Allelujah. 


GROUP Il 


Aus ostlichen Rosen Schumann 


I send a greeting like a rose’s breath 

To one whose face is fairer than the rose. 

I send a greeting like the Spring’s caress 

To one whose glance may hold new life for. me. 


From depths of sorrow surging in my soul! 
I send a sigh—though not to stir your calm; 
If it but brush your memory with its wings 
Heaven will turn my darkness into light. 
Jardcv ida. 


Waldesgesprach Schumann 


“The hour is late, the night is cold, 
Why ride you lonely through the wold? 
The way is long, you are alone— 

You, lovely maid, shall grace my home!” 


“Fair is men’s speech, but false their soul, 
From my young heart they’ve taken toll; 
Now list the horn’s misleading call— 

O flee! you know me not at all.” 


“So richly deck’d are horse and rider, 
So fair her form, as none beside her; 
Ah! now I know—God stays me by— 
Thou art the witch, the Lorelei!” 


“You know me well—yon castle mine, 
Whose towers are mirrored in the Rhine; 
The hour is late, the night is cold— 


And nevermore you'll ride this wold!” 
J. I. Hall. 


Marienwurmchen (Ladybird) Schumann 


My Ladybird, come, light awhile upon my hand, 
You never need to fear me, no, never fear me; 

I will not harm you, pretty thing, 

Only let me see your gaudy wing, 

Gaudy wings I love so dearly! 


My Ladybird, now fly away, your home’s afire! 
Your children cry so sadly; 

The naughty spider lies in wait, 

He’ll catch them if you come too late! 

And your children cry so sadly. 


Now, Ladybird, fly—on to see our neighbour’s child, 
Fly on, you need no warning; 

They will not harm you, kindly things, 

They only want to see your gaudy wings; 

So bid them all good morning. 


GROUP Ill 


Die Warnung Mozart 


Youth always likes to nibble, | 
If left alone. 

Maidens are easy to entrap 

If one knows how to catch them unawares. 


Could this surprise you? 
Maidens are full of life, 
And nibbling tastes so good. 


Yet nibbling before eating 

Spoils the meal. 

Some, there were, who forgot this and lost their 
treasure, 

Yes, and even lost their sweethearts. 


Parents, let this be a warning. 
It is better to lock up the sweets, 
And also to lock up the sweet young girls. 


Mit einem Gemalten Band Beethoven 


Tiny flowers, tiny leaves, 
Strewn lightly on a delicate ribbon 
By the Godesses of Spring. 


O, Zephyr, take the ribbon on thy wing, 
Wind it about the robe of my beloved. 

In all her joy she steps before the mirror, 
Sees herself encircled with flowers, 

Herself a tender bud. 

One glance, beloved, 

And I have received my reward. 


Ah, feel what this heart offers. 
Only give me your hand, 

And that which holds us 

Will be more binding 

Than a delicately painted ribbon. 


Standchen Brahms 


Good evening, my love, and good evening, my dear, 
Good evening, my dear— 

I come for love of thee 

So lift the latch for me, 

Prithee, lift the latch, lift the latch, 

Lift the latch for me. 


My door it is bolted, I’ll not let thee in, 
I'll not let thee in. 

Mother, she spoke the truth, 

Should’st thou come in forsooth, 

All were o’er with me. 


The night is so cold, the wind is so wild, 
The wind is so wild, 

Soon will it freeze my heart 

Then will my love depart, 

Let me in, dear child. 


If it should go, let thy love begone, 
Thy love begone, 

That it should go were best, 

Go home to bed, to rest, 

So, good night, my lad. 
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